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tears came to my eyes. He was annoyed, but I laughed on. He waited — I was called upon for some heavy tragic parts. He came again — I laughed still.
44 Good heavens!" I cried, " I'm not pretty enough! "
He vSaid: ** You have your eyes and voice and expression, and you don't seem to be suffering much here from your lack of beauty."
" N-no," I answered, naively, " you see, all the women in this company are rather plain/'
He laughed, but he continued to urge me to try for an engagement in New York.
" I don't know enough," I faltered.
" You lack polish of manner, perhaps," he admitted, 44 but you will acquire that quickly, while no one can acquire your fire and strength and pathos! For God's sake, let rne do one unselfish act in my life — let me serve you in this matter. I will go to the managers in New York and speak for you."
But that offer I curtly declined, asking him how long my reputation would remain unassailed if I allowed him to act for me.
In spite of all his praise of my work, I should have remained unmoved had Mr. Johnson not joined forces with Mr. Worthington, and calmly assured me that he, too, knew the New York theatres and actors, and he honestly believed I had a chance of acceptance by the public, if only a manager would give me an opening, for, said he: " Worthington is right this time, you really are an exceptionally clever girl, so why should you bury yourself in small Western cities?"
** ()h! " I indignantly cried, " Cleveland and Cincinnati are very big cities, indeed.! "
" Yes," smiled Mr, Johnson, " but New York is quite a bit larger, and besides you would like to be accepted by the metropolis of your country, would you not?"
And stratehtwav mv heart trave a bound, mv cheeks